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The Snake 


Author's Notes: 
Looked through My Documents yesterday and | found a finished story from 6 months ago. So | did a few minor 
edits and here it is. | hope you enjoy reading it as much as | enjoyed writing it. ) 


The sun is not up, and neither should | be. I'm laying on my bed, fully clothed, preparing frantically for finals 
beneath the warm gaze of a nightlight. At 4 AM. 


| tried to study. | tried to stay awake, drinking lots of coffee and taking a pill that makes me feel like I'm being 
driven by a motor. But nothing can stop the body's need for rest and dreamtime. 


| rest my chin in the palm of my hand and yawn My eyes water and | brush it away. My entire body feels 
heavy. God, I'm exhausted. But if | don't finish this twenty-page essay on Whatever-the-fuck-it-is, I'll likely fail 


the course. 


Oh, who am | kidding. If I'm meant to pass, I'll pass. | never needed to study in elementary anyway. 


| scribble down a few last incoherent sentences: "Ancient civilizations were unique in the differences they had 
apart from each other. f(x) = (x+5)2 - 4 Nuclei of cells contain ribosomes and mitochondria which provide 
energy, much like the staple of the average student's diet, which is coffee. The Republican party 1182 


changed its name and is the Democratic party of Today, but no one really cares_________ 


The pencil slides out of my control and draws a line across the paper. | let it. It rolls away over the comforter 
and off the bed. | don't hear it hit the floor; my head hits the pillow and all thoughts of college courses are 
gone. Never mind. Good night. 


| wake up suddenly. Sunlight shines through the blinds and | look over in horror to see that my roommates are 


all gone. It's late. Very late. | need to be in class. | am so fucked 


No time to shower, shave, change clothes. Must get to class. | brush myself off, give a quick spritz of cologne, 


splash cold water on my face and run out the door. 


The next thing | know l'm in advanced biology class and the teacher, Mr. Manzarek, brought a venomous snake 
to study. We have to name its parts, or something like that, but | am less fascinated with the name than the 
nature. | watch it curl and writhe around his hands and wrists. Its scales are shiny and silky. The teacher walks 
around the room, letting us all touch it if we want to. Some of the girls make faces and one even screams 


when presented with the reptile. 
But 1? | am not afraid. | hold no fear. 


Mr. Manzarek approaches me and | reach out to pet the snake. It is as slinky and soft and sexy as it looks. It 
wraps its endless body around my hand now, junglelike patterns on its back entwining, tongue flicking. This snake 
has a head shaped like an arrow. A wide isosceles triangle, the bottom point home to a mutated almost human 


face. 


| see the rattles on the very end of its body-tail. | want to touch them. | do. They feel harder than the rest 
of the snake, more like bone, jointed together and beyond a certain point immobile, and suddenly the snake 
turns its head to me and hisses. Shiny little pearly fangs, not white but yellowish, translucent, deadly, made to 
draw blood. How they can hurt. 


"Be careful- Morrison, get back, don't touch it there-" 


And | scream before the pain comes. But it comes, it nearly knocks me out. The back of my hand is burning. 
Now it feels kind of numb, but still hurting, and the snake's still holding on, venom flows into my veins, my 
hand spasms. | moan in shock and pain. Mr. Manzarek is yelling for help, and the snake is growing, it's wrapping 


around us, it's choking us. 


Its choking me. Its tail wraps around my neck and squeezes, but it feels good somehow, and the teacher's 
hands wrench the snake's head away from my hand and breaks its neck with a pop and | feel sort of sorry for 
it. But it was the only way to save me. The long, lithe body goes limp and falls away. 


We are alone now. | look into the teacher's eyes and realize how shocking blue they are. Beautiful. My hand 
hurts where the snake bit it and | look down. Blood is oozing from the wound and | feel weak. 


"Are you okay?" he asks but | cannot answer him. My knees buckle and now he's holding me, feeling my 
forehead, kissing, no, sucking the snake bite. | feel better almost immediately. The relief is such that | get 
weaker. | open my eyes when | can and see him. He's handsome - why did | never notice this? | never felt this 


way before but god its intense as hell. | like his hands. He's got nice arms too. 
Those shining blue eyes fix on me again through his glasses. It sends a shiver down my back. He's so close. 


"Are you okay?" he asks again, this time in a soft whisper right in my ear. His breath tickles. | want him to 


kiss me. 


And he does. His lips touch my neck very gently, then with more urgency, and | turn my head to receive his 
affection... 


The alarm rings, jerking me out of slumber. | sit up and see my paper on the floor and pick it up. For sure l'l 


fail the class. Oh well. 


But wait..the paper is finished. Footnotes have been added and the sources are correctly cited. | don't 
remember doing this. But | take it with me and turn it in. 


"Good morning, Jim," Mr. Manzarek greets me, and | hand him my finished paper, blushing as | recall last 


night's dream... 


